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the

immemorial

elms of an unpretentious
estate on the English
count is being
closed today the last
chapter in a story of love, riches,
honor, and power, though exile a

bitter grief have 1

d the

pages of the record whose opening

was so auspicious. Surrounded

by
her beloved dogs ana a few fafthful

companions of her days of splendor,

she who was once the Empr
the French—the most beautiful wo-
man in all Europe, most courted,

and most feted—is now, half forgot-

ten, entering the Valley of

the
Shadow.

Marie Eugenie de

nan y Porto-

Carrero, Countess of Teba, March-
foness of Moya, and widow of the
Third Napoleon, completed yester-

day her eightieth year.

The present-day world hears but
littie of her-—once the source and
center of its n brilliant court!
S active, in ve spite of her four-

is now briefly re-

for another cruise on

Thistle; now a pass-

in a London daily

expedition of the

ral-looking old

la among o ps of dingy Ox-

ford street, to buy a shawl for her
Ve eats for her

or, again es I column

gpeaks o

ess

Princess Ena (Queen-tc

genie

S own Spain), down to

Villa

now of

dangerous

rked her early career

blamelessness in

Whic 0
Few other lives held such
extremes Born In Grenada, of a

Scotch

nd a harum-

scarum o Spanish
grandee; educated s in vari-

us convents, too

CcCare-
>s of that
gay world which held the carpet at
Madrid when “Isa 1
queen;
of success

fully in the ways and wi

bella the Bad”

the

was

ralsed suddenl acme

in a da

and
as suddenly cast out, after seven-
teen years of glory; robbed by deat?

first of her husband and then of a
son in whom her very lifs

were

wrapped—ecertainly ti

here much matter of deepest interest
to put into those memories which
sne now is writing.

As, page
scences are
locked away;
be published
writer

by page, these remin-
completed, they are
the volume is not to
until the venerable
dead twenty-five
Nor is it without Interest to
add that the writing is done with
the diamond-set penholder, with
which the representatives of ths
powers signed the treaty ef Paris,
on the last day of March, 1858, when
the war in the Crimea was officlally
brought to an end. In those days
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has been

years.

Eugenie was Empress:
very, very beautiful
The strange

beauty
v w
The Triumph of
genle eyes” ;
day, it

with lids droop

con@uered Europe in a

as were—eyes
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an arched look to t} pils. w
their changing, &
The mother, Countess A
had been driven from Spa

of certaln affaires de cox t
watering plac of

goon echoed ht

perfect beauty of the

Dukes of S Oss 1

and when

became Napolecn 11I, Em-

named
peror of the French

selle de Montijo was ¢

with him h's new
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and splendor b
in pe n
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she came among t se who were to
be “h € L a
queen 8 of a -
dess,” said the heering ecrowd as
the state carriage 1 ed t g a
boulevards from t} &1 n « -
bration at Notre Dame She ra
no jewels, but those S € 4
had won I g o
and proleta ied v
in “Vive t
had f
as
indorse % P D
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A Reign of Glitter
Later, Eugenie was quite as sud-

balls at the 1
world famous—and it w
these that tt
de Castiglione,
an lady of the de pre i
the displeasure of the empress tler
flimsy draperies, divide at her
thigh and held there by a jeweled
heart of rubles, created gn Immense
sensation, tiil the emp , gazing
abstractedly at that spiendid
ment, remarked:

“Madame wears hprg heart very
low.” i

cadence,
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And she swept from the room with
the offended dignity of a (k‘l-‘*np:xrr&
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Mistress versus aid
Partial to such poets aé Edmond
About, Octave Feuillet,] Prosper
Merimee, Scribe, and thd Russian
Prince Lubomirsky, }-‘,'.:gvnhﬂ was ul-
s0 fond of the drama, enjd herself
rather more than mere y {a clever
actress. One of her favonite paris
was that of “leading ledy") in Fen-
llet’s pretty little comedy ‘of “The
Portraits of the Marquise,” {% which
she figured invariably with her
beautiful hair arranged as o e sees
it today in the Winterhalte
trait, a lace shawl of blacl

por-
and
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per-
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gon was ever worn by any other

the Tuill 3. All were

of at public sale, and the pro—:eeds
devoted
As

and love, herself conterx

n "’ a court of beauty
be-
pa-
troness of art and letter$, Eugenic
was throughout Europe lcored Gpon
But when she
thought to become more taan Just
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sovereig
ted with

ing the leader of fashion and a

with genuine favor.
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MARY BAKER EDDY.
the frivolous, pleasure-loving, highly
ornamental consort of an Emperor,
and reached out her pretty hands to-
ward the tangled meshes of politics
she took the first
her downfall, *“If he
will not declare war, 1t 1s our di

plomacy,
oward

and d

1
steps t
steps t

to make him do so,” she is reported
to have said to those milnisters
whom she had gathered around her
in the momentous summer days of
1870 All the world knows that
the conflict with Germany followed
—and was lost. On the third of
the following September a member

of the imperial cabinet handed his
Empress that famous dispatch, “The
army is defeated and taken; I am
a prisoner.” Sedan had come to
put a definit2 end to those seven-
teen years of glory and splendor.
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Exile ard Tragedy

Fugenie had already shown her
bravery during the dreadful cholera
epidemic in the land she had now
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BARONESS BURDETT-COUTTS.

ruin, and this bravery sup-

well d the four

ing
ys that

nerve-racking passed be-

Paris had heard the republic

Then

, disguised and by

she escaped from the Tuil-

¢
leries, found 1ge with the Ameri-
can dentist, Evans, and three day
later had landed in England.

meteoriec

Empiress was to be writte
e ex- before {t.
an exile.

Even in private life, however, the
halo of her past greatness still shone
over her. Victoria still remained her
close friend, spending hours with
her, not only at Balmoral and Buck-
ingham, but visiting her also at her
quiet home at Chislehurst. Then
came the death of Napoleon (Feb-
ruary, 1873)—and then once more
the ambitions of Eugenie tock on
shape and life. She began to plot
for the restoration of the empire, at
the head of which was to stand her
son, the prince imperial, impulsive,
brave, handsome, and of the great-
est promise.

s
a
star of the empire had
n
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Eugenie

N
Here Princess Ena Figures
Death again

ntervened. Seventy-
nine brougkt the war in Zululand,
and the youtz on whose destiny
hung so much went to the front.
A few weeks more and a recon-
noitering party, of which he was a

member, was surprised and ex-
terminated. Two days later his

body was found, stripped and mu-
tilated, while certain prisoners,
brought into the English lines to-

TIMES MAGAZINE

oo
-~

EUGENIE, AT THE TIME OF POWER, BEAUTY, AND GLORY.
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DEATH OF THE PRINCE IMPERIAL
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ward the close of the brief but
bloody struggle, told with admira-
tion how he had fallen only after

a splendid fight, single-handed,

against overpowering odds.

It was the Prince Imperial who
had been so truly in love with
England's Princess Beatrice, now
the mother of that Ena who is

within the month to Madrid
as bride of the Thirteenth Alfonso,
and so it is that Eugenie has set-
tled an annuity of $20,000 upon
the Spanish Queen-to-be. Had the
Prince Imperial returned safe and
glorious to Chislehurst, he was to
have wedded the Beatrice, and
then, had his mother's schemes
worked out—yet figuring on the
might-have-beens even in a con-
tinent's history is scarcely a profit-
able thing.

Beatrice’'s daughter is Eugenle's
namesake, and her favorite; almost
certainly, too, her prospective
heiress. And in the Madrid palace
of the child of the woman who was
to have been her daughter-in-law,

to go

Eugenie wiil be installe
Queen Mother
That

enter the corridors of courts, she

of proud

she should

herself confidently expects. Much
as she had felt the fall of the em-
pire which she had come to re-
gard as her very own, much as
she had grieved over the death of
her husband, these sorrows had
been as nothing to that which as-

sailed her in
son she had

the passing of the
loved so deeply and

unselfishly. When the news of his
death was broken to her, she lost
consciousness, and the first words
she uttered when brought to wers
these:

“Fate Is very cruel. Now I shall
live to be a hundred vears old.”

This is the belief she holds on
this her eightieth birthday. Pa-
tience has long since come to help
her bear the burdens of disap-
pointments and griefs, but she is
firmly convinced that her full re-
lease from it all is still a score
of years away.
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